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to some chickens, which were riches indeed out there in that Nova Zernblian climate.    She was very gentle with our friend when we told our errand, and gave her needful advice in her broken Mexican tongue.    After listening to her tribute to the goodness of her husband, we made such pitiful entreaties that we at last prevailed on her to leave him.    She insisted upon the promise that she might come home every evening and cook her "manny manny's supper."    We learned from her that her own two children had died in Mexico, and that she had learned midwifery from her mother, and confirmed, what I had previously heard, that she had constant practice among the camp women.   ^ Old Nash" appeared at the required hour, and was as skilful a physician as she was a nurse.    My friend used to whisper to me that when she watched her moving about in the dim light of the sick-room, she thought with a shiver sometimes how like a man she seemed.    Occasionally she came to the bed, and in her harsh voice asked," Are you. comph ?" —meaning comfortable.     The gentle, dexterous  manner in which she lifted and cared for the little woman quieted her dread of this great giraffe.    By degrees I was promoted to the duty of bathing and dressing the little new-comer, the young mother giving directions from the pillow.    When "Old Nash" was no longer absolutely necessary she went back to her husband—a richer woman by much gratitude and a great deal of money.
Her past life of hardship and exposure told on her in time, and she became ailing and rheumatic. Finally, after we had left Dakota, we heard that when death
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